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end of his days. But the attitude' that he presented to the world
was a perpetual grin. This grin of Young Tewsy's may have been
the grin of the clown of the Pit . . . always beaten, always tram-
pled on, always derided. On the other hand it may have been the
grin of the death-skull itself, revealed during Young Tewsy's
lifetime, by reason of the extreme cadaverousness of his face.
But, whatever it was, it was with this eternal grin, that now. in
the bright moonlight upon Wirral Hill, the aged protege of
Mother Legge turned his face to the dry and cautious questionings
of Tom Barter.
There was more in this brief dialogue than the rest of that
group could possibly guess, for, as a matter of fact, it had been
in Mother Legge's most expensive bedroom that Mr. Barter had
come of late to meet Tossie Stickles; and it was a striking evi-
dence of the old gaol-bird*s diplomatic self-control that never
for one eyelid's flicker of his corpse-like face in that bright moon-
light did he betray a recognition of which both of them must
have been perfectly aware. Young Tewsy had many a time pre-
sented the same inscrutable grin in the presence of the great
Philip himself, when he begged of the manufacturer at the street-
corner; though Philip, less master of his facial muscles than his
manager, had been unable, on several occasions, to refrain from
a swift, recognisant glance, before he produced his sixpence. For
Mr. Crow of The Elms had also found, in his day and hour, a
convenient use for Mother Legge's best bedroom. Young Tewsy
with his death-skull grin must, in fact, have been known to the
tutelary spirits of Glastonbury as a sort of Psychopompus, or
inverted Charon, of Limbo. For both Morgan Nelly, and the
little nameless embryo now forming in the womb of Tossie, owed
their start, in the long human march, to the door-opening and
lamp-bearing service of this once "respectable" tradesman of
South High Street.
"Did you find her like this?" said Tom Barter to Young
Tewsy as they all stood helplessly and rather foolishly before
this disconcerting representative of the sex that had conceived
them.
"Sure and I did, Mister,*' replied the grinning old man, "that
is this gentleman and me did, what I've *a 'elped up this 'ere